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A SORT OF BIOLOGY 



WHICH ain't WOETH A BOW OF PINS 



Jayville will be nigh struck dumb when 
the news is broke to them that they owns a 
real live female writer. 

Old maids never gits what's comin' to :em 
on this side of the Golden Gates nohow. 
There's twenty-six of us in Jayville alone, and 
you can't positively git a single Minister to 
come here to preach even for one day, for fear 
there'll be sich a riot over which woman is to 
hev him fer dinner that the Hose Company 
will hev to be called out to amalgamate 
matters. 

There ain't a wuss debilitated girl in our 
village than Amanda Hunter; that's why I 
made up my mind even if it did use up a half- 
dozen bottles of ink at ten cents a bottle, and 
every quill pen in the house; even if I hed to 
buy out every decomposition book in Cy Ap- 



A SORT OF BIOLOGY 

plejack's store, I wuz goin' to write down aU 
tiie bumps and knocks I run up agin in my 
life, f er other pore, indiscreet females to take 
pattern by. 

So I'm goin' to call these outpourin's of 
maiden genious, "The Jolts and Jars of 
Amanda Hunter," and desicate 'em to the old 
maids and batchelors of the United States of 
America. 

Amanda Hunter. 




Ahanda 
Hunter 

\CH/nsmiCWHei^N 



THE JOLTS AND JARS OF 
AMANDA HUNTER 

CHAPTER I 

MAXmMONY 

It's terrible lonesome to be an old Maid, 
especiaUy in a town Uke Jayville, where there 
are fifteen old Maids and twenty-four Wid- 
ows, and every female that has gotten joined 
in Fetlock, is labeled M-a-r-r-i-e-d in letters 
so big you kin see 'em a mile ojff . They won't 
give a girl that's been tryin' all her life to git 
hitched half a chance I Why, if an imattached 
Minister comes to town, they fight wuss than 
a lot of cats fer a chance to set alongside of 
him, and poor Cy Bennet, as harmless a Male 
Biped as you could want, is so skeered he stays 
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8 JOLTS AND JARS 

out in the vestibule of the Meetin' House and 
bolts fer hum the minute the sermon is over 
fer fear some of them antiquated old Maids 
will lay in wait fer him. Nothin* ain't ben the 
some sence Jonah Webster tried so hard to 
pop the question to me he bust his galluses — 
it was so terrible warm the poor man were half 
melted away, and his face was redder nor a 
beet when he come up the i^teps of our porch 
as he tried his best to be poUte, stammerin' so 
when I asked what I could do fer him that I 
thought he must be sufferin', and quick as I 
could I invited him to set in Pa's big rocker, 
never noticin' that a piece of sticky fly paper 
off the kitchen windowsill had blowed onto the 
seat. Jonah looked real grateful as he sot 
down and began fannin' himself, but the next 
minute he started to wiggle, and with a yeU 
you might hev heard a mile off, commenced 
tryin' to git his pants loose from the sticky 
paper. I hed no business to do it I know, but 
I was young and foolish in them days, and I 
laughed till the tears run down my cheeks, 
which only made poor Jonah madder than 
ever. He tugged and he tugged, then he 
started in cussin', and afore I could realize 
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what was happenin' he'd crawled out of his 
galluses and was runnin' down the road like 
as if he'd gone clean daft. There will never 
be another man like him in my opinion; if his 
ears hadn't hev stuck out so the whole vil- 
lage thought he was the breathin' image of the 
Statue of Apolinaris, but to me he always put 
me in mind of one of them Earls of the Eng- 
lish Debility. He always wore such an ex- 
tinguished air, women fairly deodorized him, 
and I was nigh heartbroken when I heard he'd 
ben roped in by Abe Thatcher's widow who 
wanted a man to take keer of her ten dogs. 
Soon as I heard about it, I went to work and 
embroidered her a bath mat with "Welcome" 
on it in letters most a foot high, and made up 
my mind to keep away forever from the male 
sex and matrimony! 



AHANDA 

Hunter 
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CHAPTER II 



DOGS 




If there is an animile on four legs that has 
my sympathy, it's a dog. They git chased 
aroimd and tin cans tied to their tails till the 
poor dmnb critters is most ready to die of 
nervous nobility. Widow Mira Huggins sent 
fer me in a terrible hurry jest aroimd milkin' 
time one evenin' to see what was the matter 
with her dog, Deuteronomy. Bein* the widow 
of a Minister, she'd give all her live stock Bible 
names, and 'twas as good as a circus to hear 
her callin' her four pigs, Mathew, Mark, 
Luke, and John. The widow and her son, 
Martin Luther Nicodemus, was out in the 
bam watchin' poor old Deuteronomy, and 
when I got there the widow was wringin' her 

10 



DOGS 11 

hands and tellin' Martin Luther to go git a 
seidlitz powder real quick. Soon as I laid my 
eyes on the dog scratchin' and growlin*, I 
knowed it was up to me to take command. 

"Quit walkin' round with a face like a 
graven image, Luella Huggins!" sez I. "Do 
you know what ails your dog? Nothin' wuss 
than a crop of fleas. Let that ornamental 
yoimg man git me a cake of tar soap, a box 
of Spratt's Dog Biscuit, a fine-tooth comb 
and the biggest washtub you got, and Deu- 
teronomy will soon be jest as good as ever." 

Well, I worked over that pesky animile two 
mortal hours and all I got out of it was a bite 
in the leg and most a week of sleepless nights 
ketchin' the fleas I brung home, not to mention 
the fact that that carniverous female, Luella 
Huggins, spread the report aU round Jayville 
that I come over to her place on purpose to 
carry on a flirtation with that red-headed bean- 
pole of a son of hers, Martin Luther ! I ain't 
a person to bear malice, but I sure did wish I 
could scatter a peck of loose fleas over her, 
then maybe her tongue would be lively to some 
purpose I 
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CHAPTER III 



CAMPHnUB 



I've ben so pesky mad at that old fool, 
Luella Huggins, reportin' me as engaged to 
her Martin Luther, I ain't had my nose out- 
side the house f er more than a week, but last 
evenin' I perked up enough courage to go 
down to the archard to gather a few airly ap- 
ples to make apple sass with, and was jest 
enjoyin' a big bite outen' a Golden Pippin 
when I heard my name called, and lookin' 
around, who should I see standin' at my front 
gate but Deacon Tibbets, an old admirer of 
mine, dressed in his Sunday blacks, with the 
gayest red necktie I ever seen to be wore by 
one of the pillars of the Chm*ch. I felt terri- 
ble ashamed of my depreciated appearance, 

12 



CAMPHIRE 18 

hevin' on an old workin' dress, and my false 
front layin' in camphire to git the moths out 
of it, but the Deacon never seemed to notice 
nothing and said he'd come to beg f er the honor 
of my company to go to Ringville to enter his 
white mule, Maud S., in the yearly races. I 
was so tickled I come near to huggin' the dear, 
fer bein' a batchelor and jest as handsome as 
the Venus De Medicine, I knowed every fe- 
male fer miles around would be nigh daft with 
jealousy to see me out ridin' with him; so quick 
as ever I could, fer fear he'd change his mind, 
I asked him into the best room, give him a glass 
of my home-made Raspberry Vinegar, and 
afore he'd helped himself a second time, I was 
already dressed in my blue bambazine^ hand 
grenaded suit, as well as my hat to match, 
trimmed with Paradise Lost Wings that my 
sainted Ma wore to her chrystalized weddin'. 
The only thing that split the enjoyment of an 
otherwise delightful ride, seein' the jealousy I 
was causin' among the Jayville gossips, was the 
dreadful odor of camphu-e from my false front. 
The Deacon kept snuffin' and lookin' in all 
directions tryin' to locate the smell; then he 
started in to sneeze and kept it up till I thought 
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I'd best climb out and git some Pemiy Royal 
to kind of ease him up a bit, 'cause he got so 
red in the face it 'peared to me he might pass 
oflf with an Applepsy Fit. The more he 
sneezed the madder he got, and when I tried 
to dumb back into the buggy with the Penny 
Royal, he pointed to my false front and splut- 
tered out: 

"Bum it, Ma-am I Burn that nest of in- 
iquity you are wearing! That horrible cam- 
phor you have about you has been near the 
death of me. Ma-am! Allow me to wish you 
good afternoon!" 

Would you believe it, afore I could open my 
mouth to say a word he hit Maud S. a clip 
with the whip and was oflf down the road in a 
cloud of dust, leavin' me with a five mile walk 
hum, and the pleasure of hevin' to wait until 
dusk, so folks wouldn't see me crawlin' in the 
cellarway. That night I throwed out every 
camphire ball I had on the premises, scrubbed 
my false front with Snow Boy Washin' Pow- 
der and Aromatic Spirits of Ammonia and 
registered a solemn vow to hev no more dealins 
with camphire balls or male beaus ! 
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CHAPTER IV 



TOWN CALLIN' 



If there is a wuss punishment than payin' a 
call on teetotal strangers, slushin' over 'em, and 
puttin' on a lot of style jest to make a fine 
depression — ^well, I ain't heard of it yet ! Last 
week Parson Elderberry informed me that our 
population was increased by the arrival of two 
strangers who had moved in to Elder Bart- 
lett's house, down on Penny Royal Creek, and 
advised me as President of the Anti-Gossip 
Society to call and extend my condolences on 
their hevin' took a place with such a terrible 
bad name. Elder Bartlett hevin' lost three 
wives with hog cholera, and every cow he had 
pinin' away with the galvanized newmony; so 
I made up my mind to oblige him if 'twas in 
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16 JOLTS AND JARS 

my power, even though it was a real deprava- 
tion fer me to go. Parson Elderberry is one 
grand man, every one in town jest fairly wor- 
ships him and sence Liza Ann Jenkins told 
me he's lookin' fer a housekeeper, IVe ben 
hopin' I'd be the lucky woman, so I selected 
washday to call, feelin' sure I'd find the folks 
to hum, but what with findin' my yaller pussy 
on my sainted Ma's patchwork quilt with a 
huU family of kittens, and bein' sent fer twice 
to doctor Grandpa Hopper, who was hevin' 
one o' his spells of swellin' up like a barrel, it 
was gittin' quite late in the day when I dumb 
up the steps of the Bartlett House, and re- 
ceivin' no reply to my knock, peeped in the 
door. A real skinny woman was up on a lad- 
der hangin' curteins and yellin' like mad at 
another female most as fat as she was thin, 
who was settin' the table. 

"Matilda Jar, this is the seventh time I've 
asked you fer that box of tacks on the mantel! 
Ain't I ever goin' to git it?" 

The fat female, smilin' as cheerful as could 
be, answered: "The Ax? Why, sure Maria, 
I'll go out to the woodshed this blessed minute 
and git it fer you," and started to waddle to- 



TOWN CALLIN' 17 

wards the door, which give me just the chance 
I was waitin' f er. 

"Good evenin'. Ladies," I sez, comin' in real 
friendly like, but I wasn't prepared fer what 
happened. The skinny woman with a screech 
that near made my false front rise clean oflF my 
head, tumbled off the ladder onto the floor; 
the fat one, fore I could lift a hand to pre- 
vent her, threw a hull bottle of grand cider 
vinegar over the poor critter trym' her best to 
git up. It had the effect of revivin' her 
quicker than anything I ever see, and give me 
a chance to introduce myself and make all sorts 
of excuses fer causin' such an unfortunate ac- 
cident. 

"It makes me feel jest awful. Ladies!" I 
told *em, seein* as plain as day I best leave, 
neither of 'em hevin' the common politeness to 
offer me a chair. "I do hope you'll both re- 
tiUTi my call real soon, and om* Anti-Grossip 
Society will be more than delighted to hev you 
join 'em. It's too bad you're livin' so close 
to Penny Royal Creek, 'cause the yaller jaun- 
ders and ague is awful bad 'round here, and 
that ain't the wust neither. The cellar of this 
house has water deep enough to swim in after 
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every rain, not to speak of rats! Cy Ben- 
net's wife seen one as big as a goat when she 
come here one day to do some washin'. Well, 
good-bye. Ladies, awful pleased to hev met 
you. Come see me soon as ever you kin." 
And without givin' 'em a chance to answer, I 
went out that door like a streak of greased 
lightenin'. Talk about callin' on unknown 
strangers, especially women! I was so flus- 
tered that I done all my work backwards f er 
a week, and nobody in our village kin git me 
to makin' a fool of myself goin' visitin* again I 
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CHAPTER V 



CATS 



I USED to say I hed more likin' fer a good 
dog than a cat any day, but ever since Luella 
Huggins' old dog, Deuteronomy, give me fleas 
that took me most a month to git rid on, I 
changed my mind. Of course cats has their 
faults, too, especially when they select the 
wust place in the house to bring up a family, 
but I'm real amalgamated to my yaller pussy, 
Teddy Roosevelt, and would never part with 
her fer nothin\ I never wanted another cat on 
any consideration whatever, so I was certainly 
surprised when Squire Peabody, our chief 
Elder, arrived one afternoon in that new Auto- 
Come-Back of his'n, that goes so fast you can't 
tell whether you are comin' or going', and 
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20 JOLTS AND JARS 

smells wuss than Jake Hawkin's hen house 
kst winter when a party of skunks broke in. 
Bein' one of our main bolsters of Jayville So- 
ciety, I felt it was my duty to treat him extra 
polite, though I never could abide the old fool, 
ever sence Jane Bascom proscribed to me how 
he spoke in her presence to Deacon Tibbets 
about that pediculous, man himting old Maid, 
Amanda Hunter, and made the most disgrace- 
ful allusions to my hevin' store teeth, as well as 
a wig. However, I pretended to be sweeter 
than a honey pot when he said he'd bnmg me 
over a settin' of goose eggs and a real Shet- 
land Tom Cat from that Island where Angora 
Mittens comes from. He had the cat in one 
side of a twin market basket, and the eggs in 
tother, and when he lifted up the lid f er me to 
look in, I seen that the cat was sort of Pungee 
colored, with eyes as green as grass, and was 
a growin' and waggin' of his tS. more like a 
wild beast than any tame pussy I ever laid my 
eyes on. Squire advised me to git him out of 
the basket soon as possible, and rid off in that 
pesky machine o' his'n, smokin' like a house 
afire. 

Jwastembl$lQwinmyminaa?I§etdown 
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the basket on the kitchen table and looked to 
see if Teddy Roosevelt was anywhere in sight, 
'cause I was most skeered to death about her 
reception of a stranger; then I raised the bas- 
ket lid and spoke real gentle to the pussy. 
He was a grand lookin' specimen of a feUne 
Tom Cat, with a tail f er all the world like Ma's 
chimney brush, and the way he walked around, 
liftin' his paws and makin' himself to hum, 
cheered me so I began to sing as I started f er 
the Spring House to git him some milk; but 
I had barely turned my back when I heard a 
most terrible spit, then sich a chorus of cursin' 
in cat language; I near died of nervous per- 
spiration. The Shetland Pussy had jumpted 
into the coal bucket where Teddy Roosevelt 
was sleepin', and from that minute my peace- 
f ul kitchen was a regular battleground. They 
bust the whole settin' of goose eggs, the floor 
was full of flyin' fur and squashed eggs, while 
sich a harmonium of soimds kept up, I had to 
run clean down into the cellar to git away from 
it. Maybe a half hour later, I crept up and 
peeped around the door, to see Teddy Roose- 
velt lickin' her paws real imconcemed like, set- 
tin' on the kitcheii table w?itcliio' her two kit- 
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tens, Marke Atony and Cleopateria, playin' 
tag under a chair. The Shetland Ton) 
Cat was gone, nary a sign of him left, and as 
I begun to sweep up the mess of egg shells, I 
made up my mind that cats, especially of the 
Shetland variety, was not fer me I 
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CHAPTER VI 



BUSTLES 



My poor, slushing, maidenly heart is all of 
a flutter! As I went down to Cy Applejack's 
store to-day f er a can of lard I seen the most 
ambiguous young man talkin' to Mealy John- 
son in the Post Office. I didn't want a blessed 
thing in there, but I jest couldn't help stop- 
pin', and bought a couple of penny post cards 
f er a suitable excuse to git another look at the 
young man. Mealy Johnson near caused a 
riot in the Post Office the way she was carry- 
in' on. Jest because she hes more oblivious 
features than any other female in Jayville, and 
her paw is the village undertaker, don't give 
her the right to prance around like a three- 
year-old colt 
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"Oh, dear Miss Amanda, you're the very 
person I want to see !" she cooed at me, sweeter 
than a hull kettle of molasses, at the same time 
lookin' as if she could murder me. 

"This is Mr. Bailey, of Hoboken. Mr. 
Bailey meet our village belle. Miss i^manda 
Himter," ses Mealy, smilin' out of the comer 
of her mouth. The yoimg man bowed, same 
as if I was some grand lady like the Queen O 
Sheba, or some of them old time Queens, and 
said he was charmed to make the acquaintance 
of so delicious a paradox of virtue. I pretty 
nigh swallowed my store teeth, I was so flus- 
tered, but managed to say the pleasure was 
mutual and that I trusted we should meet 
again, to which he replied, that hevin' rented a 
bungalow f er the simuner in our village he 
was in search of a lady of quality to act as his 
housekeeper, and hoped I could kindly recom- 
mend some one f er the position. It was such a 
joyfully suspicious occasion I couldn't find a 
word to say fer a moment, then I ses: "I'll 
be real pleased to help you, Mr. Hoboken, I'm 
a pretty fair cook, and though I never lived in 
one o' them bung-hole houses, but I reckon 
'twon't take me long to git used to it" The 
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young feller laughed so hard the tears came 
into his eyes, and said he'd introduce me to the 
bung-hole right away, so oflF we marched down 
the street^ and I'll bet half the women of Jay- 
viUe hed their noses glued to the windows to 
see me passin\ Jest as we turned Bennet's 

comer I heard a rippin' noise Merciful 

Heaven! I near mortified in disgrace 1 My 
Grandma's bustle, that's been in the Hunter 
family most 75 years dropped down into the 
street ! I give one look at Mr. Hoboken walk- 
in' along, never giviii' me an auspicious thought 
or guessin' what was happenin', and afore he 
could even stop to wonder what had come to 
me, I rim lickety split under the Bennet's 
chicken yard fence and never stopped tiU I 
landed in the hen house. I didn't dare to be 
seen fer a couple of days, and what's left of 
Grandma's bustle is lyin' in storage with my 
fiu* tippet, and as fer the yoimg man, I ain't 
laid an eye on him sence. Mealy Johnson, or 
any other female is welcome to take keer of 
his bung-hole fer him. I don't want the job! 
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CHAPTER VII 



FOOD DISTRESSERl^ 



Last week we had one o' them Food Con- 
serving idiots come into Jayville in them new 
inventions folks calls a Tin Lizzie, that is sup- 
posed to run with laughin' gas, same as folks 
hes teeth took out with, and the way that feller 
talked and stirred up our quiet little town was 
a caution. In less than a week every female 
was savin' not only her own, but her neighbor's 
cast off fruit, that more'n likely was wormy, to 
do preservin' with, and hevin' regular pitch bat- 
tles in each other's backyards over the high 
cost of livin', till I got so disgusted I turned 
right straight around and took the opposite 
tack from doin' all I could to help. It jest 
seemed as if I couldn't git rid of food quick 
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enough. I baked six of my very biggest pies 
and took out to Matilda Janey and her thirteen 
shiftless kids ; I gave Sairy Marks all the stale 
bread crumbs I generally save, f er her chick- 
ens; I fed every apple we hed on the place to 
Grandpa Timothy's hogs; so far from pre- 
servin' fruit as is my usual custom, I invited 
the hull Zion Sunday School over and treated 
them to every speck of fruit I could find. It 
went terrible again the grain to do it, fer I 
hate them people wuss than pizen, especially 
the Minister, who's ben emersin' himself in 
water so much try in' to git to Heaven that he 
ain't much bigger than a match stick, and his 
whiskers is faded in spots ; still it was so grand 
to me to feel I was gittin' ahead of Mr. Food 
Conserver that I didn't mind nothin'. I was 
hangin' out wash a couple of days later when 
Cy Bennet's boy come a runnin' to tell me that 
the Food Feller was in town agin holdin* a 
speech on the Post Office steps, but as I'd ben 
doin' all I could to spite him, I didn't want to 
ventilate myself, so thought it best to go right 
on takin' down clothes, till all of a sudden there 
was a noise like a hull bundle of firecrackers, 
and I seen that pesky man gittin' out of his 
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Tin Lizzie and knockin' as bold as brass on 
my door. Course I bed to appear awjPul pre- 
concerted at seein' him, and when he said he'd 
come to see bow I was makin' out in my Savin* 
Food Campaign, it give me an idee that very 
minute to give him a dose of his own medicine. 
'Twas all I could do to keep from laughin' as 
I invited him in to bev a bite to eat, and when 
be sot down to the table I made a big fuss 
about bein' so busy savin' as he'd asked to 
that I bed only a poor repast to oflPer him. I 
got out an old musty ham bone, some biscuits 
Mealy Johnson had sent me that was so heavy 
when you threw 'em agin the wall they broke 
plaster, a bottle of ketsup put up by my 
Grandma, that was liable to bust when it was 
opened, and a glass of real sour cider. The 
feller looked jest delighted when I said I'd 
ben savin', said he'd see that I got one o' them 
Nannyflage Medals their bandin' out to the 
femaleTthey think are conservin' food, and 
started in to eat as if he was nigh starved. I 
rim out to the kitchen to git a bit of mouldy 
cheese I had put away to bait the mouse trap 
with, when afore I'd hardly reached the door, 
there was an explosion and a yell, and as I 
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come back to see what had happened, I found 
that Grandma's ketsup had exploded all over 
the place, the feller had broke two teeth on 
Mealy's biscuit, my old dog, Dan, had him by 
the leg, and to make matters wuss, instead of 
me helpin' him, I sot down and laughed till I 
cried. That was the maddest man ever I see 
in all my life, and when he crawled into his 
Tin Lizzie and went out my gate, he was 
a cussin' so I'll bet they must hev heard him 
clean down in Washin^on! 



AHANDA 

Hunter 




CHAPTER VIII 



KNITTIN* 



I BELIEVE our hull Village has gone clean 
daft! Mornin^ noon and right the females is 
doin' nothin' but knit. There is nobody more 
willin' to do their part than me, if it's anything 
wuth while, but I can't see no sense in makin' 
a fool of yourself, jest to be in style. They 
knit afore breakfast; they wind balls of yam 
while dinner is cookin', and most likely half the 
food is full of fuzz of the wool ; they don't even 
wash their supper dishes, and if company stops 
in to spend a sociable evenin' all they hear is : 
"Furl one — ^knit two — Furl two," and sich like 
remarks that ain't got a mite of sense no mat- 
ter which way you take it. Luella Huggins 
was the fust one to git bit with the knittin' 

80 



KNITTIN' 81 

fever, and had a regular knittin' club every 
Friday evenin' down to Parson Elderberry's. 
I nigh dropped when I come in one Friday to 
bring Parson dear some of my slip and go 
down, to see him settin' in a ring of females 
knittin' away like mad, and jest as much 
tickled over it as any woman. I hed my own 
time to git away from them all, f er they tackled 
me that very minute to start right in, and only 
the fact that it was my bakin' day and I hed 
the very good excuse of hevin' to go home and 
set bread, saved me from being roped right in. 
Next day I seen Deacon Tibbets and Cy Ap- 
plejack settin' together on cracker boxes, each 
tryin' to beat the other at swappin' lies and 
leamin' the same everlastin' knittin^ and the 
two old fools actually invited me to join eml 
I didn't let on a word, but I got a couple of 
lieedles and some yam and I made up my 
mind if knittin' was so terrible assasinatin' that 
even poor stupid bipeds like the male sex 
could learn, I could too. I hed a big book of 
receipts f er knittin', and I started in tooth and 
nail, as if my very Uf e and fortune and every- 
thing else depended on gittin' all the knittin' 
done I could. At the end of a half hour I hed 



32 JOLTS AND JARS 

kicked off my slippers, bust my glasses and aU 
the Ten Commandments, was a sweatin' wuss 
than ever I did doin' a day's washin', and hed 
tore the- receipt book in bits ! Folks is wel- 
come to do all the Furlin' and knittin' they 
want. If Luella Huggins comes to ask me to 
join their Club I'm a goin' to envelop sich a 
case of deafness that she'll hev to poimd the 
door down to git in! 



AHANDA 

Hunter 

(A-rvsN-Hom&K) 




CHAPTER IX 

THE NEW MOTIVE POWER 

Jayville is in sich a state of excitement, 
seems as if it never would git over the wonder 
of Deacon Tibbits hevin' an Auto-Come-Back, 
same as Squire Peabody's, only it ain't called 
Lizzie. 

The Deacon's back field and mine are jined, 
so I hed a grand chance to watch him practisin' 
to drive his machine, not to mention takin' a 
piece off his dog's tail, rimnin' into the chicken 
yard fence and explodin' a tire that scared my 
Teddy Roosevelt so she dumb up the old 
cherry tree and stayed fer most two days. 
Deacon never seemed to mind what happened 
though ; he went right on practisin' harder than 
ever, till at last, thinkin' the worst was over, 
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decided that no gasoline buggy should git the 
best of him and that he would show Jayville 
the wonders of his horseless carriage. In his 
best clothes, with a new hat of the latest style, 
secretly ordered from New York, the Deacon 
come over to my house to invite me to take the 
first ride with him, and though I didn^t reUsh 
a mite gitten into any machine that I'd seen 
cut up as many capers as that one, I told him 
I'd go. The Deacon was full of importance 
gittin' started, but after he'd cranked up and 
tooted the horn a few times and the gasoUne 
buggy made some internal explosions, off we 
went. I kind o' imagined I smelt com whis- 
key on the Deacon's breath when I sot down 
by him and the further we went the more con- 
vinced I was that I wasn't mistaken. He be- 
gun showing off what his Racer could do, ran 
into a cow tethered by the roadside, took off 
the hind wheel of a market wagon, and when 
he tried to slow up a bit, found he'd lost all 
control of the machine, which with a roar like 
a cannon, spilt us out into the road, the Deacon 
landin' in the middle of a prickly thorn bush, 
while I come near drownin' in a big mud pud- 
dle. The Deacon, after tearin' both his skin 
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and his clothes nigh into shreds tryin' to git 
loose, commenced to cuss wuss than any civi- 
lized person I ever heard afore, much less a 
Pillar of the Church, which horrified me so I 
didn't wait fer anything, but started fer hum 
and dry clothes fast as ever I could. The next 
week when our weekly Jayville newspaper 
come out I read in the advertisin' section the 
following notice that made me smile so broad 
I near cracked my jaw open: 

"Fee Sale — A Racer. Guaranteed 
sound and kind. Will run single or dou- 
ble. No hitchin' required. Latest model 
of a Gasoline Motormobile. Apply to— 
Deacon Joshua Tibbets, 
Parsnip Lane, Jayville. 



AHANDA 

Hunter 




CHAPTER X 



IDEAS IN TOMBSTONES 



LuELLA HuGGiNS has crepe on both her 
front and back doors. Abe Thatcher's boy 
told me when he brung my chicken feed this 
mornin', and it didn't take me long to hurry 
over there and see what was doin'. It must 
be somethin' terrible bad I thought to go to 
sich expense as crepe before and behind, and 
I was most af card to ring the bell, but I was 
spared doin' that when I seen her son, Martin 
Luther, comen outen the bam. Him and me 
is a grand mutual admiration society, each of 
us hevin' the most cordial feelin's of dislike 
fer tother; still when folks is in trouble old 
grudges is forgot, so bowin' real solemn to 
Martin, I asked who was dead. 
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Martin looked all around, then he com- 
menced to snicker, and comin' real close to me 
whispered so loud you could hev heard him a 
mile away: "The pigs is dead !" 

"The what?" I ses, not trustin' the evidence 
of my own ears. 

"Our four pigs, Mathew, Mark, Luke, and 
John, is dead," ses Martin, as important as if 
he were announcin' the passin' away of real 
people. 

"Well, that's the worst I ever heard tell on," 
ses I. "Martin Luther, do you mean to tell 
me that your Ma is fool enough to hang out 
crepe on two doors jest because her pigs is 
dead?" I guess I spoke pretty loud, I was so 
pesky mad, and Luella Huggins comin' out on 
the porch heard me ; 'tany rate she got terrible 
red in the face and seemed like she was goin' 
f er me, but I was too quick f er her, and afore 
she could open her mouth I started in talkin'. 

"Too bad you lost your family of pigs, Lu- 
ella, but they'll make arand sausa&^e meat and 
hams, and bein' blessed with Bible names their 
spirits is most likely in Hog Heaven this very 
minute." Luella looked daggers at me, but I 
kept right on: 
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"If you're thinkin' of hevin' a funeral, Lu- 
ella, which judgin' by the amount of crepe dis- 
played, I judge you are, I come over here a 
piu'pose to give you some grand epitaphs for 
their tombstones that my Pa got from a friend 
of his who was an undertaker. I'll tell you the 
hull bunch fur as I kin, then you kin make 
your own selection. 

" *Say a prayer fer Julia Mack, she sat on 
the business end of tack.' 

" 'Tip your lid to Johnathan Fox, he shuf- 
fled off with black Small-Pox.* 

" 'Here lies the body of Mary Louder, she 
burst while takin' a Seidlitz Powder.* 

"Now Luella, that last one is real appropri- 
ate, cause you was always givin* them pigs 
seidlitz powders fer their livers and — " I 
didn't git no further, when LueUa interrupted 



me. 
it 



Ther ain't no ned fer you to insult me any 
more, Amanda Hunter," she ses, with sich a 
sniff it most blowed me away. "Them four 
pigs was far better Christians than lots of 
folks I could mention, an' as fer hangin' out 
crepe, if I kin aflFord it, I don't want the hull 
of Jayville buttin' in to tell me what to do I" 
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Mad! I was so mad I never come as near 
to cussin' before in all my lif e, I ain't none o* 
them saintly folks that used to live in Bible 
days, and afore I was done with Luella Hug- 
gins there wamt enough of her left to make a 
grease spot, much less an epitaph. 



A FAMILY JAR 

Mabia Clatter, one of Jayville's most 
active members, the head and front in all sorts 
of Missionary work, had been in her younger 
days the acknowledged village belle, but be- 
ing extremely fickle, foimd herself entering 
that state bordering upon the sear and yellow 
leaf with the regrettable sensation of being the 
only old maid in town. 

Had she but consented to take pity upon 
him, however, there was one of her admirers 
who had never ceased to hope that she might 
relent in her decision to prefer single blessed- 
ness to the more enduring bonds of matrimony. 

Joshua Babbits, prosperous farmer and 
Town Justice of the Peace, owning many fine 
steers and having an exceptionally comfortable 
bank accoimt, for all his steady courting of 
Maria could never manage to bring his courage 
to the point of an actual proposal. Kain or 
shine he never failed to escort her to and from 
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prayer meeting of a Wednesday evening, al- 
ways parting at her gate with the momentous 
question trembling on his lips. 

At last one evening when the brass knocker 
gave its customary warning that the faithful 
Joshua awaited her coming, Maria opened the 
door in the greatest flutter of excitement. 

"Walk right in, Mr. Babbits," she said, ush- 
ering him into her lavender scented best room 
with the old-fashioned politeness that always 
distinguished her. 

"I expect Parson Lovett and the Congrega- 
tion will likely be struck dumb when I 
don't appear at prayer meetin* to-night, but 
'twouldn't be any more use f er me to go than 
fly in the air, I'm too much upset. Abe Skin- 
ner's boy brought me a letter from the Post 
Ofiice about half an hour ago from my Pa's 
only sister, Matilda Jar, sayin' she'd lost her 
husband an' all her property, an' was comin' 
to make her home with me. I declare to good- 
ness I was so flustered I sat on the cat, upset 
the coal bucket and pretty near fell down the 
cellar stairs. Why, Joshua, — I — ^mean Mr. 
Babbits, I ain't ben as much shook up sence 
Silas Hopkins tried so hard to pop the ques- 



A FAMILY JAR 43 

tion to me, his trousers commenced to rip, jest 
when I wuz prayin' he'd git through without 
bustin\" 

Joshua, looking much scandalized, tendered 
his expressions of sympathy, and after consid- 
erable clearing of his throat managed to ask if 
she would not accept the use of his team to 
meet the expected guest next day, and when 
Maria graciously agreed to take advantage of 
his offer Joshua was the proudest man in the 
country. 

He resolved, in view of Maria's unwonted 
condescension, to endeavor still further to win 
her approbation by personally conducting her 
relative to the Clatter mansion, though ten 
minutes of the society of Mrs. Matilda Jar 
were quite sufficient to convince Mr. Babbits 
that a very little of the lady's company went a 
long way. 

On alighting from the train Mrs. Jar began 
at once to berate the Station Agent for the loss 
of a cage containing her greatly prized Poll 
Parrot, and flourishing an umbrella wildly in 
the air almost knocked Mr. Babbits over as he 
smilingly introduced himself and offered his 
services. 
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"I'm sure I'm much obliged for your trou- 
ble, Mr. Rabbit," she yelled loudly as he helped 
her into his carriage. "You say your name is 
Babbit ? Oh, please do pardon me ! I haven't 
very good hearin' and I'm apt to git things 
mixed. Are you any relation to Babbit's 
Cleanser? It's a heap sight better than Old 
Dutch, even though it does cost only a nickel, 
and if you was the inventor I wanted to thank 
you on behalf of us long-sufferin' women of 
America." 

Disclahning any rights to being the mventor 
of the celebrated cleanser, Joshua thankfully 
bade Mrs. Jar and her various belongings 
good-bye. 

Within one short week Maria Clatter's quiet 
home had undergone such a remarkable change 
that those of the neighbors who came to call 
went away in astonishment and whispered 
abroad that poor Maria was much to be pitied. 
The missing Poll Parrot, about whom Matilda 
had raised such a commotion on the day of her 
arrival, was duly retiuned in safety by the 
Railroad Company and with no loss of time 
proceeded to make itself heard as well as seen. 
Having been purchased by the late Mr. Jar 
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from a sailor, the bird had acquired such a 
choice vocabulary of oaths that Maria, on first 
hearing it. fled horror stricken to her room, and 
started the first of a series of family jars by 
declaring the bird's neck should be wrimg with- 
out delay, a speech which produced such a 
coolness that for several days the mercury 
drupped almost to freezing point. The weekly 
visits of Joshua Babbit became less and less 
frequent, Maria not caring to leave the house 
in Matilda's charge, while Matilda, who in spite 
of her deafness was very far sighted, soon find- 
ing out how matters stood, reaUzed that if 
Joshua could only be brought to the point of 
proposing Maria might still have a chance of 
hearing the blissful tinkle of wedding bells. 

There was, however, one obstacle beside the 
fact of Joshua's failure to propose. Deacon 
Tibbets, the pillar of a rival Church, was also 
much smitten by the charms of Maria, and in 
spite of his attentions being about as welcome 
as a hoar frost in May, continued to stick to his 
guns with all the tenacity of the proverbial 
bull dog. Therefore, Matilda decided it was 
up to her to bring affairs to a climax, so when 
Maria was absent at the store one noon-time, 
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Fate or Providence made the Deacon drive by 
in his buggy, giving the wiley Matilda an ex- 
cellent opportunity to invite him to have sup- 
per with them that evening and to extend a 
similar invitation to Joshua Babbits, both ac- 
cepting with much alacrity, but neither aware 
that the other was to be present. Much elated 
over the success of her duplicity, Matilda from 
the kitchen window seeing her niece in com- 
pany with a neighbor woman talking at the 
gate, seated herself in guilty haste and when 
Maria entered was placidly knitting, pretend- 
ing to be even harder of hearing than usual. 
Maria, throwing her sun-bonnet on the table, 
fanned herself violently with the fly whacker 
and gave vent to her pent-up feelings. 

"Thank the Lord, Matilda, that ole fool 
Betsey Pringle has gone 1 I'd declare I've got 
a splittin' headache listenin' to her tongue. 
All the way home she was a-tellin' me sich 
neighborhood gossip that I actually blushed. 
It's a positive disgrace the way she backbites 
everybody she knows; one would never think 
si^ came from a good old Quaker family." 

KWhat did you say about Quaker Oats, 
Mariks?" inquired Matilda, looking with well- 
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feigned surprise over the top of her glasses. 
Don't you know we ain't had a mite in the 
house for over a week?" 

Maria stared at her in blank astonishment. 
"Quaker Oats, Matilda Jarl You git harder 
and harder of hearin' every day you live. Who 
in the name of peace said a word about oats? 
I was remarkin' about Betsey Pringle comin' 
from a Quaker family." 

"Oh, yes, now you speak of it, I did hear 
Deacon Tibbets say when he called last week 
that his tabby cat had left a family in the hen 
house. Cats is the most shiftless critters any- 
way. There's no dependin' on 'em fer noth- 
in'." Matilda had much ado to hide a smile 
at Maria's impatience. She dropped a pan 
with unnecessary violence and poked at the fire 
vindictively, as she replied: 

"Great land o' Goshen, Matilda! You 
surely are enough to try the patience of a saint I 
I told you over a month ago you ought to get 
one of them new f angled ear trimipets that peo- 
ple with your trouble git sich comfort out of, 
and I might jest as well hev kept my tongue 
still fer all the good it done." 

Matilda, seeing that the clock lacked but a 
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scant ten minutes of the time Joshua Babbits 
was due to arrive, knew that she must in some 
way get rid of Maria in a hiury. 

"Oh, I'm so glad you happened to mention 
tongue, Maria," she said guilelessly, "Deacon 
Tibbets fairly dotes on it. Do have some for 
supper, cut real thin." 

Maria upset her rocking chair by the sud- 
denness with which she bounced out of it. 
"Deacon Tibbets comin* fer supper on wash- 
day, and nothin' in the house but a couple of 
herrinM Do you mean to tell me, Matilda, 
you invited that man to-night, knowin' the 
state of oiu* larder? 1*11 hev to run right over 
to Jane Bascom's and borrow some liver pud- 
din^ and maybe Lidy Jones can spare me some 
of her doughnuts. 1*11 leave the door on the 
latch, Matilda, so that if the Deacon comes he 
can walk right in. As long as you don't seem 
to hev nothin' to do but knit you might set the 
table for supper and open a jar of pepper 
hash." 

Getting her shopping basket from its nail 
in the cellar-way Maria departed with such 
haste that she was almost out of sight as Joshua 
Babbits, very squeaky as to his boots, his hair 
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plastered down with bear oil till it shone like 
a searchlight, not to mention a check suit of 
most astonishing color eflfects, appeared on the 
porch steps and was warmly welcomed by Ma- 
tilda, who began before he was fairly in the 
door to explain the plan by which she hoped to 
aid his courtship. 

"Now mind, Joshua," she ended, "when you 
hear me clear my throat real loud and say it's 
time to dish up supper, whatever you do don't 
forget to biraip the old tin pail down the cel- 
lar steps and come up as natural as possible 
with a jug in your hand, excusin' yourself for 
the noise we heard by tellin' Maria you was 
makin' some grand cider and wanted to sur- 
prise her by leavin' some in the cellar, but of 
course you had to stumble over a bucket and 
spoil everything — Sakes alive, Joshua! I 
see Maria comin' back! Git out of sight 
quick!" 

Joshua, with many knocks of his person and 
much squeaking of boots, disappeared into the 
depths of the cellar just as Maria, quite breath- 
lessly arrived upon the scene, setting down her 
basket with a bang, looking rather astonished 
at the unwonted haste with which Matilda was 
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getting out dishes, rattling knives and forks 
and otherwise giving the impression of being 
extremely busy. 

"You seem to be makin' a terrible lot of 
noise for very little work, Matilda," she 
snapped. "I pretty near broke my neck to 
get back, thinkin' at least you'd have the table 
set to help me get ready for that pesky com- 
pany you went and invited for supper." 

"I'm awful sorry I couldn't git on no 
quicker, Maria," her Aimt replied meekly. 
"You asked me to fill the pepper cruets while 
you was gone, and through me havin' hay fever 
the fumes of that pepperbox must hev made 
me sneeze most as much as ninety-seven times. 
My glasses dropped oflF an' I've been blind as 
a bat without 'em. I had only jest started to 
work when you come in. Did you hev any 
luck?" 

"As good as you can expect on washday 
when folks is up to their ears in work," was 
the curt response. "Jane Bascom was awful 
pleased to see me and I borrowed some elegant 
liver puddin' and a dish of sour kraut, but that 
old fool, Lidy Jones, had me nigh daft before 
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I could escape. I went there for food, not gos- 
sip, and I got enough neighborhood scandal to 
last me a year, but not one blessed thing to 
help fill the Deacon's stomach. What do you 
think, Matilda? Rube Henderson's wife's run 
oif with that good lookin' Sewin' Machine 
Agent that was in the village a couple of days 
ago I Ain't that a disgrace? Oh, yes, and I 
heard butter has riz to 64 cents a pound, an' 
half the women of the town is down to Cy Ap- 
plejack's store tryin' to buy up all the lard they 
kin so that the butter will git mouldy and he 
will hev to put down the price. Don't be 
wasteful with our creamery butter, Matilda; 
things to eat is goin' up wuss every day. Did 
you by any chance remember to put coal on 
the fire?" 

Standing near the door during this conver- 
sation Matilda saw Deacon Tibbets at a leis- 
urely pace approaching the house, and once 
more turning her deafpess to good account, 
screamed at the top of her lungs: "Firel 
Don't stand there like a graven image, Maria I 
Run and git your Ma's silver teaspoons and 
the plated coffee pot. We don't want the f am- 



52 A FAMILY JAR 

ily heirlooms burnt up. I'll blow three blasts 
on the horn to rouse up the Hose Company, 
then while you call for the neighbors I'll let out 
old mooUy cow and the spotted calf. The fire 
might spread to the barn. Where did you say 
it started?" 

Maria, mouth and eyes wide open, could not 
utter a sound. Matilda's deafness, always ex- 
asperating, had reached the limit of human en- 
durance, but ere she could collect herself suf- 
ficiently to speak the cellar door flew open and 
Jashua Babbits, white as a ghost, a black 
smudge adorning one side of his face, his hair 
standing on end, emerged. Matilda's cry of 
fire making him cast prudence to the winds. 
At the same instant Deacon Tibbits, also hear- 
ing the alarm, appeared from the opposite 
door, fuU of importance and anxious to prove 
himself a hero in the eyes of Maria. At sight 
of each other the two men stood as if rooted to 
the spot; then the Deacon in his eagerness to 
get ahead of his rival began demanding what 
was on fire and what was to be saved. Joshua, 
on the contrary, never saying a word, picked 
up a bucket half filled with water and was 
about to start for the door when Maria, recov- 
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ering her senses and her tongue at the same 
time, peremptorily ordered him to stop. 

"Don't waste valuable strength, Mr. Bab- 
bits. There ain't nothin' on fire and never has 
been. It's just a terrible mistake in hearin' 
on the part of my Aunt Matilda. I under- 
stand Deacon Tibbits has already been asked 
to hev supper with us, so I trust Mr. Babbits 
you wiU honor us by settin' down also?" 

Mr. Babbits, very red in the face, swallowed 
hard, coughed several times and finally stam- 
mered out that he would be pleased to accept. 
Maria, considering the fact of washday, man- 
aging to serve a most creditable meal which, 
despite a slight stiffness in the attitude of the 
two gentlemen, was progressing quite favor- 
ably when the Deacon's horse, fastened outside, 
began to grow restive. 

Joshua, sitting nearest to the door, cheered 
into unwonted good hiraior by the pleasures of 
a full stomach, at once arose saying he would 
look after it, thus giving Matilda the chance 
to play her final tnraip card. Watching imtil 
she was sure that Joshua was safely down the 
steps, she quickly handed Maria the old family 
butter-dish, a rdic only appearing on special 
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occasions, and asked her to get some more but- 
ter from the Spring House, 

As Maria went out the door, her mind cen- 
tered upon the question of a speedy return, she 
failed to see Mr. Babbits until they collided, 
the precious butter-dish falling at their feet in 
a thousand pieces. Filled with horrified dis- 
may Maria could only gasp, while Joshua, full 
of remorse, remembering his years of silent 
courtship, in one brief second blurted out the 
words of love so long unspoken. In five min- 
utes that broken butter-dish bringing about 
more happiness than in all its years of service. 

Matilda, hearing the crash of breaking china 
several minutes after it struck the ground, by 
a little judicious maneuvering succeeded in 
getting the Deacon into a direct line with the 
open door, enjoying with secret delight his ex- 
pressive face at the tableau presented of Maria 
in the arms of Joshua Babbits, and when they 
presently entered and congratulations were in 
order, Matilda in a neat little speech, after 
wishing them good health and everlasting hap- 
piness, escorted the enraged and baffled Deacon 
Tibbets to the porch, announcing with most 
pardonable pride that had it not been for her 
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the joyful event that had just taken place 
would never have been, as it was her cleverness 
that removed forever the last factor in the 
Family Jar. 



THE END 
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